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“He has made everything beautiful in its time. 
He has also set eternity in the human heart; 
yet no one can fathom what God has done 
from beginning to end.”  Ecclesiastes 3:11 NIV 

About this time each calendar year, I have a lot 
of mixed thoughts:  celebrating daily gratitude of 
Thanksgiving while recognizing the season of 
publically expressed gratitude; and an ending of 
one calendar year as we simultaneously 
“prepare” for the beginning of another.  The   
calendar, as I flip the page to this month of     
December, I am daily reminded the end of the 
2020 calendar year rapidly approaches.  In a lot 
of respects:  COVID 19; 272,000+ lives lost; 
mind boggling political divisiveness; social injus-
tice and racial unrest; and personal/economic 
uncertainty over the future; I may be thankful 
this 2020 year is coming to a close.  On the   
other hand, I fear the beginning of the 2021 year 
may not reflect the significant change regarding 
any of these troubling issues I seek. 

I believe, optimistically, many of us see the  
coming of the New Year with hope, with maybe 
a little bit of faith some of these issues will see   
a positive “light at the end of the 2020 tunnel”.   
Allegedly we all see better with “2020” hind-
sight”.  In fact many of us will start thinking,   
preparing to bring a new life of change into our 
own lives.  Many will start thinking about New 
Year’s resolutions, hoping for a vaccine to ease 
the heavy toll of the COVID virus, praying for the 
lifting of virus restrictions, having kids back in  
“in-person” “5 day-a-week” school classes and 
looking forward to traditional travel/vacation    
adventures. 

Interestingly, it was Pope Julius 1 in 353 AD who 
decided the birth of Jesus Christ would be cele-
brated on December 25 every year.  And so it is, 
the end of the calendar year also brings us to 
the “beginning” for which we so eagerly 

“prepare” during the month of December:  the 
birth of our Savior Child!  Intellectually I recog-
nize the birth of Jesus of Nazareth probably did 
not happen at the end of the Jewish calendar 
year, it doesn’t change the fact we celebrate as 
just that, the end of one year while preparing for 
the next.  “Tis the season” so they say. 

As Christians, we don’t place seasonal           
restrictions on our celebration of Christ and His 
being the focus in our lives.  There is not just a 
season for Christ’s love, not just a day of His 
“birth” into our lives.  We are reminded many 
times in scripture of God’s omnipresence:  “we 
cannot hide ourselves from Him”.  Revelations 
22:13 puts it very succinctly:  “I am the Alpha 
and the Omega, the first and the last, the   
beginning and the end”. ASV 

Therefore, just as I believe Thanksgiving is not a 
single calendar day of gratitude but should be a 
daily gratitude for all we have been provided, 
Christmas is not just a day for which we prepare 
but a recognition of the need for daily “rebirth” of 
His love in each of us. 

Yes, we “prepare” for the coming New Year!  
Yes, we “prepare” ourselves daily to continue 
seeking all He has in store for us, this season 
and every season.  Yes, we celebrate!  And yes, 
maybe a needed time for us to make a 
“renewed” resolution to celebrate the greatest 
gift of all: eternal life.  No need to unwrap!  Just 
accept! 

“For unto us a child is born, unto us a son is 
given; and the government shall be upon his 
shoulder: and his name shall be called Won-
derful, Counsellor, Mighty God, Everlasting 
Father, Prince of Peace.” Isiah 9:6 ASV 

SHALOM to one and all! 

By Daniel Scurlock 
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Living With Thanksgiving 
 

Hear our music rise 
throughout the blue of the skies.  

To whom life relies. 
 

To Father we sing  
letting all our praises ring.  
Our thanks for everything! 

 

When music lingers, 
it helps to bring an easing 

which is so pleasing! 
 

If we hold God’s word 
deep within our hearts to stay,  

fear will fade away. 
 

To keep on singing  
fills our souls with Father’s love  

echoing above!  
 

We must remember 
that during this November, 

was expectations! 
 

Expectation brings 
to us the sight of wished-for-things, 

and blessed remembering! 
 

Hopes will be renewed 
when our fears will fade away, 

and shine a bright day!. 
 

Surely stay hopeful 
for the seeds of faith will grow  

to harvests which glow.  
 

We thank Father God  
for the power of His Word,  

and prayers ever heard! 
 

Let us all be living 
a thankful Thanksgiving. 

Amen & Alleluia! 
 

Evy Lyn Shoots, (96 yrs. young) 
Henrietta, NY 
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   December Calendar  
 

Worship in Sanctuary 

Sundays at 10:00 AM for   
those who feel comfortable 

coming to the Church.  
(Video posted on web site, 
Facebook, and emailed will 

be shown.) 

For the above, EVERYONE will 
socially distance and attendees 
must wear masks.  Gloves, masks 
and sanitizer are available.  The 
area will be sanitized before each 
event. 

 

Bible Study 
Wednesdays at 10:00 AM 

 

Prayer Group 
Saturdays at 9:00 AM 

 

Advisory Council Meeting 
Wednesday, Dec. 16 at 6PM 

 

LINK articles due to 
Joyce Shutts Dec. 18 

 

Dec.  5 ~ Isaiah Buskey 
Dec.  6 ~ Nancy Chase 
Dec.  6 ~ Jim Braker 
Dec. 11 ~ Sharon Smith 
Dec. 12 ~ Barbara Miller 
Dec. 12 ~ Joquina Tosciotti 
Dec. 14 ~ Theresa Hirschman 
Dec. 14 ~ Mike Shirley 
Dec. 16 ~ Scott Miller 

Dec. 25 ~ Jesus 
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Thank you for your      
generous donations to the    
November food drive.  

The RHAFT food terminal is still experiencing increased needs 
and food shortages so we’re going to do another food drive.  If 
you can donate, please leave your food items on the island in 
the kitchen.  We’ll collect and deliver them as they accumulate. 

If you prefer, you can take them to the Don Cook Senior Cen-
ter, 515 Calkins Rd., Henrietta NY 14623.  There is a BLUE 
container in front of the Center.  Town employees monitor and 
pick-up the donations, disinfect all products and transport 
them to the food cupboard. 

Below is a comprehensive list of needs.     
Thank you for your generosity. 

Major Needs: 
Instant Mashed Potatoes 
Instant Minute Rice 
Crackers 
Hamburger Helper 
Hot Chocolate Packages 
Jellos & Puddings 
Peanut Butter 
Canned Chicken, Tuna, 
Beef 
Macaroni & Cheese Dinner 
Baby Food/Formula 
Beef Stew 
Canned Hash 
Chili 
Cereals – Hot and Cold 

Packaged Foods: 
Sugar 
Jelly 
Ketchup/Mustard 
Noodles 
Cake/Muffin Mixes 
Canned Fruits, Vegetables, Soups 
Fruit Juices 

Personal Care Products: 
Soap 
Toilet Paper/Tissue 
Toothbrushes/Toothpaste 
Deodorant 
Shampoo 
Diapers 
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Dear Friends, 

Happy Thanksgiving.  We just want you to know you are in our hearts and prayers.  Minis-
try is going well in Tanzania.  Carpenters are finishing the first grade classrooms!  Praise 
God!  We sent a team to encourage a local church and start up kid’s program.  I love how 
our team owns the vision of sharing the Gospel with kids in need. How can we pray for you?   

2019 had been quite the year – we were ready to go home, hug loved ones, and gain a few 
inches around out waist.  It was Thanksgiving and we craved the break.  There’s many of you nodding along. 

Nervously, excitedly, we flew to the embassy.  We wore matching outfits because being adorable must help our case.  
The official denied our daughter’s visa to the USA, because of a paperwork glitch.  He suggested that it would be 
many, many moons till we could cross the ocean as a family.  There would be no Heed – family traditions this year, 
no Weinberg sarcasm either.  We did what most of you would do; and drowned our sorrows in an empty amusement 
park.  (Guys – empty amusement parks in third world countries are way creepier than you think.  Olivia started fall-
ing out of the rainbow ride – I held on to her so she didn’t fly away!) 

Once back in Kigoma, the missionary community held us up.  They listened to our drama, fed us, and made memo-
ries with us.  But I needed someone to grieve with.  I found healing around a pot of beans. 

Grief, such as not being allowed to see your family, needs to be understood.  I found myself seeking out the lonely, 
who knew the depth of homesickness. 

I found myself with African women, they were cooking for our kid’s program, and I was trying not to cut or burn 
myself in the process. 

“How’s Magada?” I ask, almost innocently.  “I hope she’s ok” her mother answered as she stirred the beans for our 
kids program.  “I haven’t heard from her since she left”. 

“What about Flora?  Where is she living now?”  Her mom stares at me “I don’t know.” 

These girls lived in a village where bride price is part of life.  Many times, a young man must pay a girl’s father about a 
year’s salary to marry his daughter.  Poor lovers run off to escape the burden.  Fathers receive bride price without 
daughter’s consent.  Girls run away from fear of it all.  This is not uncommon. 

As I missed my family, I looked at the women cooking the beans.  “So how do you deal with not seeing your daugh-
ters, of not knowing if they are ok?” 

Adding the onions and garlic to the pot, she stated “Oh, we trust God.”  I think she actually meant it too. 

Proof that once again you become a missionary to learn more than to teach. 

Later on, hitting my knees, I told God about missing my family, missing the ordinary meaningful moments.  I thought 
of that prodigal father, looking out the window, losing sleep over his son.  I thought of the village moms who put 
their teen girls in the Lord’s hands.  I thought of Jesus who left His Father and glorious home because He missed us 
too much. 

He chose to miss Heaven so He could be with me, with you.  He understands our sufferings, grieving family celebra-
tions.  He anticipates like a puppy for the lost son, for the reunion. 

If this is a season of heartache for you, that’s ok.  If this is a season of loss, that’s ok.  God is close, my friend, to the 
broken hearted because He has been there too.  And He binds our wounds, making us even stronger in Him.  Like the 
ladies at the pot of beans, we can trust God’s love for our families, even when we are apart. 

In Him, 

Michelle and Family 
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WHBC’s Adopted Family for Christmas, 2020 

This year we have a single Mom and 14 month old baby boy.  
There is a boyfriend also.  She has the ability to prepare a 
traditional meal, but has a few dietary limitations (no sea-
food, blueberries or blackberries (allergies)).  She said 
chicken or turkey is fine. 

Here are some suggested items if you wish to help: 

Chicken or Turkey (small one), Stuffing: _____________ 

Potatoes (white or yams):  ________________________ 

Cranberry Sauce (small can):  _____________________ 

Milk, Apple/White Grape Juice: ___________________ 

Coffee (Regular):  ______Mary B. _________________ 

Apples, Bananas, Green Grapes, Oranges: ____________ 

Butter, Rolls:  ________________________________ 

Eggs:  ______________________________________ 

Vegetables (fresh or canned), Green Beans, Squash were      
mentioned:  (Green Beans—Mary B) ________________ 

Cream of Mushroom or Celery Soup: ________________ 

Sugar:  ______________________________________ 

Cake mix, Icing, Apple Pie:  ______________________ 

Cookies, Candy:  ______________________________ 

The baby is between size 24 and 36 months for clothing and 
wears size 5-6 shoes.  She said he could use sippy cups, 
learning toys, night clothing, play outfits, bath toys, diapers 
and he likes music.  We didn’t talk about outerwear.  He is 
walking and like to put things in his mouth.  Gift cards are 
always good and appreciated.  Any questions, let Leanna 
(334-7610) or Joyce (334-0114) know. 

Drop off the nonperishable items at Church; someone will 
be there the day we deliver in the AM for the perishable 
items or arrange for us to pick up.  NEED by Dec. 20th to 
deliver Dec. 21st or 22rd. 

11”For I know the plans I have for you,”   
declares the Lord, “plans to prosper you 
and not to harm you, plans to give you 
hope and a future.  12Then you will call   
upon me and come and pray to me, and 
I will listen to you.  13You will seek me 
and find me when you seek me with all 
your heart.”  Jeremiah 29: 11-13 (NIV) 

Yes, this is a time of trouble for all of us, 
but in this time we have each experienced 
many blessings.  For each blessing, we can 
give praise and thanks to God. 

Among our blessings, we can each remem-
ber pastors, missionaries and other clergy 
who have shared with us, their faith and 
walk with God.  Thank you checks will go 
out to more than 3,432 retired servants of 
God this year to say we appreciate their 
leadings and counsel over the years.  Think 
of clergy and spouses, who have served 
and worshiped at WHBC, as well as thou-
sands of other servants.  Are we not called 
to say thank you and support them espe-
cially in this COVID – 19 pandemic.  

The Mission Committee is asking each one 
of us to be prayerful and give generously 
this December to those who have declared 
the Lord’s word to us and many others.  
They have taught and guided us for years 
and it is only right we thank them.  

In love and gratitude,  
Your Missions Committee 

PS:  Please write you check to WHBC with 
“RMMO” offering on the memo line and 
send it to Laurel Heisig at:  4 Chapman 
Road, Rush NY 14543. 
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A Letter from Her Late Grandmother Helped Her                               
Cope with the Pandemic 

A special heaven-sent sign from above guided her safely home.  

Stuck in the house, I was struggling to find productive ways to spend my time. 

The Covid-19 pandemic had kept me inside for so long already, and there 

was no end in sight. Fear and worry could get the better of me in a swirl of unknowing, with so much 

completely out of my control. What could I do today to keep myself grounded? 

If looking toward the future proved too much for right now, I’d look to the past. Perhaps this was the 

“rainy day” I’d been waiting for to get to that genealogy research I was interested in. I pulled out the 

boxes of family documents I’d saved and dragged them to the kitchen table. Lord, let this be my   

answer just for today. 

First, I had to get organized. As I made separate piles for birth certificates, photographs, letters, I 

came upon a birthday card from my Grandma Webb, the last one she had sent me. Grandma was 

an inveterate letter writer, never forgetting a holiday or a milestone, and I couldn’t resist getting 

ahead of my organizing to read what she’d said in this one: “Never forget that God has a plan for all 

of us.” 

To illustrate that fact, Grandma Webb had once told me a story I’d committed to memory. 

Grandma was driving home late on the rainy night of her son Frank’s funeral. Her son Carl was 

asleep in the back seat with his little sister. Carl, who had driven them to the funeral, had started the 

drive back, but Grandma had taken over the wheel when he came down with a splitting headache. 

She had no experience driving long distances and had never driven in such bad weather. But they 

all wanted to get home. I could easily picture her now on that dark, stormy highway, her knuckles 

white as she gripped the wheel, peering through the downpour at every roadside sign, the only 

sound the kweeshway, kweeshway of the windshield wipers. 

“The oncoming headlights of another car almost blinded me,” Grandma had told me. She pulled 

over to the side of the road, shoulders shaking, and laid her head on the steering wheel. “That’s 

when I remembered what I’d failed to do before I got behind the wheel.” She’d forgotten to pray! “I 

knew I couldn’t get us home myself, so I asked God to get us there. Just saying the words, I didn’t 

feel so alone anymore. I noticed the rain had stopped. The sky was so clear I could even see stars.” 

It must have taken a lot of faith to keep going, I thought, looking again at the card, but Grandma 

Webb had no shortage of faith. She got back on the road and came up behind a big truck with an 

overhead light. “The light got brighter and brighter,” Grandma had said to me, and she realized it 

wasn’t on the truck at all. It was a star, positioned so that it was just above her steering wheel, right 

in her direct line of vision. She didn’t even have to crane her neck to see it. The star stayed before 

her, around every curve, until the road came to a junction. Suddenly it was gone. She’d lost her star! 

She wondered if she’d imagined the whole thing. “Then I said to myself, Marybelle, you placed this 

trip in God’s hands. He won’t give up if you don’t. I looked to my right,” she said to me, hanging on 

her every word, “and what do you think I saw?” 

Continued on page 8 
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https://www.guideposts.org/inspiration/inspiring-stories/a-greeting-card-from-heaven
https://www.guideposts.org/inspiration/inspiring-stories/stories-of-hope/a-message-of-hope-from-edward-grinnan-youre-not-alone
https://www.guideposts.org/inspiration/inspiring-stories/stories-of-hope/a-message-of-hope-from-edward-grinnan-youre-not-alone
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Continued from page 7 

“Your star!” I answered her long ago question 

again, right out loud at my own kitchen table, 

almost able to see the star myself, even with-

out Grandma Webb sitting beside me. 

“My star,” she’d said. “Up there in the sky, 

showing me the way. ‘Praise the Lord!’ ” 

Grandma sang the rest of the way, until she 

heard the crunch of the gravel beneath her 

wheels in her driveway. She climbed out of 

the car into the cold night air, muscles stiff, 

and woke her son and daughter to see the 

star that had kept them all safe. But when she 

looked up into the sky it was gone. 

I tucked Grandma’s card back into its pile on 

the kitchen table. She’d put her faith in God to 

lead her when she couldn’t see the way. 

That’s just what I would do today and for as 

many tomorrows as it took until the pandemic 

was under control. I didn’t know when that 

would be, but God did, and He would guide 

me through. My genealogy project had set me 

off in the right direction. 

By Karen Pilgreen 

From Angels on Earth – Posted on Aug. 26, 2020 

 

 

 

 

The new password for the Church’s wire-
less network is:  585-334-0497.  When 
Joyce Shutts left the Church on Saturday, 
November 28th, both printers were con-
nected to the WHBC Wireless Network. 

https://www.guideposts.org/faith-and-prayer/bible-resources/psalm-150-let-all-things-praise-the-lord
https://www.guideposts.org/faith-and-prayer/bible-resources/4-ways-to-find-gods-guidance

